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I HAVE been thinking all to-day, for no particular
reason that I can discover, of a house where I
spent many of the happiest days of my life. It
belonged for some years to an old friend of minp
a bachelor, a professional man, who used to go
there for his holidays, and delighted to gather
round him a few familiar friends. Year after year
I used to go there, sometimes twice in the year,
for long periods together. The house was in
North Wales : it stood somewhat above the plain
on a terrace among woods, at the base of a long
line of dark crags, which showed their scarped
fronts, with worn fantastic outlines, above the trees
that clustered at their feet and straggled high up
among, the shoots of stone. The view from the
house was of extraordinary beauty. There was
a flat rich plain below, dotted with clumps of
trees ; a mountain rose at one side, a rocky ridge*
Through the plain a slow river broadened to the
sea, and at the mouth stood a little town, the
smoke of which went up peacefully on still days.
Across the sea, shadowy headlands of remote bays
stood out one after another to the south. The
house had a few sloping fields below it j a lawn
embowered in trees, and a pretty old walled garden,
where the sun-wartned air was redolent with the
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